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MpArius DE ZayYAS, considered by many critics the 

greatest caricaturist America has yet produced, 
begins in this issue a series of portraits of prominent 
persons. 

In studying Mr. DE ZAYAS’s work it is of interest 
to bear in mind that his peculiar talent is an ability 
to achieve a startling likeness. Using but a very few 
lines, he not only pictures the outward features 
of his subject, but faithfully reveals the inward 
character. Are not litheness, temperament, and 
grace depicted quite as clearly.as the physical aspects 
in this portrait of Baroness DE MEYER ? 

In the next issue of Puck Mr. DE ZAYAS’S subject 
will be BERNARD BERENSON, who has been called 
the greatest art connoisseur in the world. © 





OLFERS! (also non-golfers) See page 8 for the 
funniest, the queérest, and the most instructive 
golf page ever run by an American periodical. This 
page is in every issue of Puck, and, as far ahead as 
we have seen them, each one is funnier than the last. 
Do you keep your eye on the ball? Next week 
the Golf Idiot will drop a bomb on the porch (or 
the bar) of each golf club in the country. Be the 
first to prove the Idiot wrong, and get $100.00. 
Next week ’s a good chance. 





WE CANNOT repeat too often Puck’s earnest need of 

high-grade contributions for which the highest 
prices will be paid. Address all contributions to the 
Editor of Puck. 
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HE first step is made in this issue toward a 
completely new style in typing and make-up. 
Within three weeks Puck will be, we think, typo- 
graphically the most artistic, as well as the most 
distinctive, periodical in the United States. 


O YOU admire the front cover of this issue? A 
copy of it in full colors, on very heavy, rich 
paper, for framing purposes, will be mailed, postpaid, 
anywhere in the world on receipt of twenty-five 
cents in United States stamps or currency. 


[Duck is having the greatest difficulty in obtaining 

contributions of the high standard required. 
Highest prices (cash-on-acceptance) will be paid for 
short, funny stories anywhere from three hundred 
to three thousand words in length. And remember, 
“Puck pays, not by the line, but by the smile.” Art 
work of distinctive character—the unusual sort of 
work that does not, aS a rule, find a ready market 
in American periodicals — is especially desired. Puck 
will accept anything in the line of drawings, washes, 
or paintings, provided it is well done, good of its 
kind. On the other hand, mediocre work of any 
kind cannot be considered. Quality, not price, is 
Puck’s only consideration. 

Puck will use its best care with manuscripts, but 
cannot be held responsible for their loss. Manuscripts 
sent in by mail should be accompanied, in every case, 
by a self-addressed and stamped envelope or 
wrapper, otherwise they cannot be returned. 
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Persons and Personages, 


Drawn ey M. DE ZAYAS. 


OUR FOREIGN VISITORS. 


Ho. 1.—Baroness de Mever. 


Fencing Champion of England, Social Leader, Famous in Sports. 











wen 







NE of the sanest statements we 

have seen in regard to the 

dancing plague appeared the other day 

in a letter to The New York Times. Said 

the writer: “The present craze for much dancing may or may not be 

desirable — that depends very much upon what the same people who 
now dance were doing before.” 

There you have it, and it is worthy of King Solomon. It is the 
best possible antidote to undue moral excitement. Dancing is good 
or bad for people, according to what the same people were ier 
before. Dancing is not only permitted, but decidedly encouraged, in 
places devoted formerly to eating and drinking alone. Much of the 
time now spent in dancing used to be spent in eating and drinking, 
especially drinking. It is better for men and women to dance to 
excess than to eat or guzzle to excess. That ought to be obvious. 

As for morals, the sort of people who gave the modern dance 
its unsavory reputation would make any dance immoral; even the 
lanciers or the Virginia reel. They ate immorally and they drank 
immorally, they talked immorally and now they dance immorally. 
The tango did not snatch them from some pure and spotless occu- 
pation and plunge them suddenly into a whirlpool of sin. They 
were not led astray; they were already there. When the craze for 
dancing subsides, they will find some other way of being immoral. 








Such people, however, although responsible for the opprobrium 
which attaches to modern dances, represent but a small section of the 
total number who dance them. The latter go about their daily busi- 
ness just the same as they ever did; only, instead of the two-step, 
they dance the one-step, in recreation hours. 


It is a tempest in a tea-room. There ’s nothing new 
about it. The social world was coming to its moral end 
when the waltz was first introduced, but it has managed 
to survive and to maintain a fairly decent average. 
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SPator OLIVER, of Pennsylvania, doesn’t fancy President 
WILson’s way of doing things. He is “forcing his imperious 
will” upon “a reluctant Congress.” He is making “constant and 

* increasing incursions upon the legislative domain.” Senator OLIVER 
is not the only public man whose feelings are Jacerated. He has 

lenty of company in Washington and elsewhere, but there is small 
ikelihood that the President will be impeached. If “a reluctant 
Congress” would curb the “imperious will” of the Chief Executive, 
it has but to show the same regard for platform pledges that the 
President has shown. Then there will be no occasion for an imperious 
will. As matters stand, the people are fortunate in having an 
imperious will enlisted in their service. 
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When Aviator Roux congratulated Aviator Vedrines on 
his flight from Paris to somewhere else, Aviator 
Vedrines slapped Aviator Roux in the face. Good 
Lord! Is the “artistic temperament” to apply to 
aviators as well as to artists, actors, and opera 

singers ? 
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yu VILLA offered to take CASTILLO off Uncle Sam’s hands on 
the ground that it would be one less mouth for him to feed, 
this picturesque Mexican person qualified highly as a humorist. The 
number of meals which CASTILLO would get from VILLA would not 
tax the resources of his commissary to any embarrassing extent. 








TArs funny world 
|F Messrs. SMITH and NUGENT, Jersey politicians, have kept an eye 
on recent happenings in their own — as it were — State, they may 
now be cherishing a gleam of hope. It is hope for the remote future 
only, but nevertheless it is hope. To a branch of the MADERO 


family, Mexican exiles, a son has been born in the State of New 
Jersey. In less than two decades this son should be a man in 








strength and stature; and what is more vitally to the point, a natural- 
born revolutionist. In his attacks on WOODROW WILSON and the 
kind of Democracy which WILSON planted in New Jersey, “ Boss” 
SMITH has tried about every form of revolt except the Mexican kind. 
There has been nobody in Jersey who was competent to lead one. 
With a MADERO in East Orange, however, the outlook is distinctly 
different, and if “Senator JIM” will only be patient, and wait about 
eighteen more years—the erstwhile Boss is used to waiting — Trenton 
may be the scene of a regular caramba of a time in 1932. In the 
interim, the outlook for reactionary Democrats is dark. 


Ne 


wo New York “Society women” have gone into the business of 
cigarette making. What will Mrs. J. BORDEN HARRIMAN say 
to this? She—whose sole notion of usefulness is to help solve 
civic problems. 
xe 


HE mascot of Sir THOMAS LIPTON’S new cup challenger will be 
an East African baboon. If Shamrock IV. is hoodooed like its 
predecessors, SIR THOMAS might give the baboon a chance as sailing- 
master. 
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OU have heard the term “ swollen fortunes,” but perhaps you do 
not clearly comprehend what a swollen fortune is. If Such is 

the case, read the news from the Ohio tax-office. Ohio is ambitious. 
It wishes to tax JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER on a little matter of 
$3,000,000,000. The total assessment would be $35,000,000 or 
thereabouts. These are big figures, but we are accustomed to big 
figures nowadays. They do not stagger us the way they did. We 
are blasé, indifferent. The thing that makes us realize, at least in 
part, the true proportion of a swollen fortune is the novel handicap 
under which Ohio labors. The tax assessors are up against it because 
the best adding-machines they have add only five columns of figures. 
In the mathematics incidental to the ROCKEFELLER tax bill, five 
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columns are not even an adequate beginning. The adding-machine 
might just as well be the superannuated bank-clerk, friend of TIM 
LINKINWATER, for all the good it is in the present emergency. It is 
like trying to measure the sea with a quart pot, or the height of a 
mountain with a yardstick. Thanks are due the Buckeye State. 
Without this incident, and the publicity attached to it, the American 
people might still be indifferent to swollen, swelling fortunes. That 
is no longer possible. Henceforth they may “ point to them with 
pride,” or they may “view them with alarm,” but they can no 
longer be indifferent to them. The Ohio adding-machine, which 
blew up at five columns, settled that. 


















(meertinent Comment 


as Puck sees iF. 


WASHINGTON WHAT THE SENATE DID.—Paid unusual honor 

WHISPERS. to memory of late Senator Augustus Octavius 

Bacon, of Georgia, who died February 14th. 

A typical editorial appreciation : “ The great State of Georgia has 

lost a distinguished son, and the Nation has been deprived of a wise 
counselor.” 

Treaty ratified with Switzerland. No longer any fear of an 
invasion from that country in case of increased tariff on Swiss cheese. 

Another is with Peru, where the early-dawn revolutions are 
staged. De facto Government recognized by Administration on 
conclusive proof that lawful Executive was deposed by daylight, 
when he should have been fully awake, at any rate. 

Mexican de facto Government still deemed unrecognizable by 
the Solons. 

Senate’s time occupied largely with executive sessions on treaties 
while awaiting appropriation bills from House. Important legislation 
nearing action includes Immigration Bill, with literacy test objection- 
able tc 4 resident Wilson, as it was to Taft, who vetoed similar bill 
February 14th last year. Discussion in open session includes anti- 
Trust investigations. 

Senators Smith, Arizona; Thomas, Colorado; and Chamber- 
lain, Oregon, marked for defeat by woman Suffragists, as women 
have votes in those States, and incumbents are at expiration of terms. 

Panama canal-toll exemption continues a lively topic of concus- 
sion between Senate and White House. Wireless antenne never stop 
working. 

xe 


WHAT TH. House DiD.—Apropos of nothing (except toma- 
hawks and knives), House debated Indian Appropriation Bill. Heap 
plenty trouble. 

Chairman Burnett, of Alabama, courteously described by col- 
leagues as “‘ Jack of Spades,” moves to bar out Hindu laborers seeking 
admission as immigrants. Suggests this solution of Chinese and 
Japanese exclusion tangles. Less fear of Hindu navy seizing Philip- 
pines. Raker, California member (wishing to keep out of the muck), 
desirous of barring all Asiatics. 

Alaskan railroad building by Federal Government at expense of 
$40,000,000, as favored by Senate, strikes House snag. Alaskan 
people who want access to inland coal-fields insist it is a burning 
question. Anti-expansionists still advocate policy of “ scuttle.” 

Vote fixed for February 24th on naval building program of two 
battleships, eight destroyers, and three submarines. Experts argue for 
smaller dreadnoughts and larger submarines. No matter what dif- 
ference in aqucous displacement, the jolt to the Treasury is undi- 


minished. 
‘e 


WHAT THE PRESIDENT DID. — Caught a bad cold, but “couldn’t 
get away with it,” owing to watchfulness of his physician, Dr. Cary 
T. Grayson, U.S.N. This was second instance of such misfortune 
this winter, and Executive was remanded to his private apartments 
in big mansion pending complete recovery. Dr. took temperature, 
patient took advice. Canceled invitation to Gridiron Club dinner, 
with its customary “roasting” of officials, from Executive down. 
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WHAT THE CABINET DiD.—Secretary Bryan, having memorized 
since the Carabad dinner the full text of the old adage: ‘From the 
frying-pan into the fire,” side-tracked the Gridiron Club dinner and 
took express-train to Authors’ Club dinner in Manhattan. 

Late advices corroborate his explanation that Mexican trouble is 
primarily a land question. As soon as a fighter on either side is given 
six feet of earth in fee simple, or allotted a pro rata tenancy of a 
hurriedly-dug trench, hc ceases to kick over his intolerable grievances. 

Cabinet learns from Kansas Congressman that better food is 
served at Leavenworth Penitentiary than at Soldiers’ Homes through- 
out country. Indignant veterans determined to ascertain how the Con- 
gressman broke jail. 

Excitement over news that Representative Bartholdt, of Missouri, 
has introduced in House a bill to make Esperanto part of school course 
in District of Columbia. Administration decides, after diplomatic 
apologies to German Ambassador, to present counter-bill making 
teaching of English compulsory in St. Louis schools, 
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FORMER Speaker CANNON ascribes “s ” 

the discord in the Republican Party eases _ 
to former President TAFT, and makes the 
attack with his usual vituperative rhetoric. Yet when the history ot 
1912 is written it will be recorded that the downfall of the great 
President was due solely to his inability, in the innocence of his own 
heart, to rightly appraise the CANNONS, ROOTS, and PENROSES, who 
lured him to political downfall. 

‘e 


Froop prices reach top level in New York —higher than in twenty- 
three years, higher than in any other city. 


Yet big old New York jogs along contentedly with the 
most wasteful and costly of freight handling in the 
world, ea oe ee es, enduring expensive 
delays, paying dearly for the lack of modern freight 
terminals. 

Ne 


\Y/'TH three-story dresses topped by mitres, fur anklets carefully 

displayed, top-hats worn upside down, and prismatic color- 
Schemes in gowns, London women of the swagger set are making 
more noise than the Pankhurst gangs; but over in Paris it is the men 
who make the paving-stones laugh in derision with their clothes of 
more colors than Joseph’s coat. 


“e 


Society has often been blamed for making sin attractive. Now 
~ _ seven of the season’s débutantes personate the seven deadly sins 
at the Shrove-Tuesday ball. 

‘e 


NEw JERSEY woman of ninety goes coasting and feels fine. Boston 
woman of thirty goes tangoing and breaks her leg. 
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A HINT TO THE HOPELESS. 
THE REPUBLICAN CRUSOE FINDS MORE THAN A FOOTPRINT IN THE SAND, 















T is difficult for a frank, outspoken 
people like Americans to under- 
stand the umbrageous secretiveness of 
foreign diplomats. Our own diplomatic 
corps, with few exceptions, has never 
been unwilling to talk. Upon slight 
provocation they will freely tell all 
they know; upon a little more provo- 
cation they will tell more than they 
know. They will tell it to their brother 
diplomats, to qualified visitors, to dinner 
patties, and lacking these selecter audi- 
ences, they will nab a passer-by or a 
policeman, and talk to him. This is 
the Policy of the Open Mouth, a policy 
very dear to our ingenuous hearts. 

A trans-Atlantic liner, arriving in 
New York recently, brought Senor 
Norberto Dominguez, on his way home 
from Tokio, where he had been Secre- 
tary to the Mexican Legation. A pleas- 
ant newspaper reporter met him at the 
dock and courteously asked him his 
business. To this reasonable request 
the Legation Secretary. made harsh, 
almost indecent, reply: “I do not know 
anything about conditions in Mexico, 
and if I did I would not talk about 
them.” Whereupon the reporter, refrain- 
ing from giving the man. the corporal 
punishment he so richly deserved, got 
even by publishing in the paper the 
very words. 

It is admitted that this taciturnity 
on the part of a diplomatic agent had 
some authority by tradition. It is true 
that there was a time that envoys 
extraordinary and ministers plenipoten- 
tiary kept a certain amount of silence, 
especially in the presence of the Press. 
But this tradition is archaic and super- 
seded. The Press has grown since those 
days. Whereas its aim was then to 
give the news while it was news, its 
present aim is to give the news before 
it is news. To this end the American 
diplomatic body has always been very 
willing to contribute. And this is why 
the churlish reticence of Senor Nor- 
berto Dominguez strikes a chill right 
into our right and left ventricles. 
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(HERE are bright spots even in a 
carnival of crime. It is good to con- 
template that our best criminals have 
manners, and studiously try to keep 
their profession on an ethical basis. Even 
the lower classes of malfeasants, which 
would include parcel-snatchers, door-mat 
thieves, and pilferers of blind children’s 
pennies, keep within the bounds of lar- 
cenous decency. 

For instance, there are the upright 
brothers Charles and Gustave ke. 
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Though scarcely out of their adolescence 
these young men have scruples as well 
as talent in theft. Together they com- 
mitted more than one hundred burglaries 
in New York in six months, hardly 
missing a working night. But they 
never stole on Sunday. They say it 
with a little pride—and pardonable is 
that pride—that they kept the Sabbath 
like good Lutherans. Indeed, on Sun- 
days they went steadfastly to church; 
and if there were any suspender buttons 
or counterfeit bills dropped in the con- 
tribution box, the brothers Reeke were 
innocent of it. 

Not only that; not only have they 
their own religious feelings, but they 
honor the spiritual sentiments of other 
folks. In the course of their business 
operations they often picked up rosaries, 
jeweled crosses, and sundry tokens of 
faith. These they had every temptation 
to pawn, or otherwise use as collateral, 
but they put Satan behind them. “We 
threw those things away,” said Charles 
Reeke to the police, when arrested. “It 
was against our principles to pawn rosa- 
ries or crosses.” 

This is the spirit that dignifies bur- 
glary, sets itabove mere trade, and makes 
it exemplary. We predict that Charles 
and Gustave will go far. There is a 
moral in their lives. They have dis- 
covered the cardinal principle of crime, 
which is that vice is its own reward. 
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HE other side of the shield —the 
seamy side of crime—is exampled in 
the case of Joe Cassidy, late boss of Queens 
County, who has just been sentenced to 
two years’ imprisonment for selling a 
nomination for a Supreme Court Justice- 
shi» Csmpared with this man Cassidy 
the brothers Reeke, with their tender 
scruples and burglarious uprightness, are 
luminous stars in the firmament. 

A photograph of Joe Cassidy reveals 
him to be the familiar type of pothouse 
politician known among roughnecks 
asa “pol.” Sleek in the girth, heavy at 
the jowls, the figure of a parvenu roust- 
about, this is the type of putorius foetidus 
that makes a common or garden high- 
wayman look virtuous by contrast. He 
came into court with a grin and a leer; 
left it with a face gone greenish white, 
with twitching fingers and sunken eyes. 
So exit Joe Cassidy—but the type remains. 

Cassidy had no trade except politics. 
He was fattened on votes. His aims were 
enough subterranean to make the gutter 
seem like a roof-garden. Yet for some 
years he was good enough to boss Queens 
County in the second largest city in the 
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world. Is it out of place, now that Joe 
is northbound, to ask Queens County if 
it intends to reduce the length of its ears? 
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OME very sneering things have been 

said about American sculpture and 
statuary, in spite of the attainments of 
Saint Gaudens, French, andothers. Andit 
is true, probably, that the genius of Prax- 
iteles was not transmitted to the sculptor 
that wrought the figure of Seward in 
Madison Square, New York; since Sew- 
ard’s legs were not, as the statue would 
imply, eleven feet long. Nor has the 
ancient conception of what is good and 


true in sculpture been regarded among - 


us altogether with affirmation; as, for 
instance, the way in which the late Mrs. 
Bacchante was ejected from the Boston 
Public Library grounds some years since. 

But it must not be forgotten that we 
have had a fine, native sculpture in the 
United States, even if it has been permit- 
ted to decline and perish. Fifty years 
ago, or thereabouts, there was a great 
demand for and large appreciation of this 
home product. Examples of it were to 
be seen on almost every street in great 
cities, and passersby were wont to stop 
and admire with the eyes of connoisseurs. 
We refer to the cigar-store Indians. 

There were many motifs, many atti- 
tudes, many conceptions of the red man’s 
temperament, but all artistic and satis- 
fying. Now it was a chief, with feathers 
hanging down his back, holding out 
(probably as a tender of peace) a bunch 
of stogies. Again it would be a young 
and comely squaw, pointing three-for-a- 
quarter at the visitor; or a lusty young 
brave, lean-limbed and eager-faced, pro- 
claiming the merits of a plug of dark chew. 
Whatever the distinguishing conceit, each 
was superb in its own way. It honored 
the Indian, it did credit to the white man, 
and it proved that we, as a people, were 
capable of other than imitative art. 

It is a joy to learn, after these years of 
neglect, that Mr. and Mrs. Fred Yates, of 
Rochester, N. Y., are touring the coun- 
try ard buying up cigar-store Indians 
with the idea of placing them upon their 
Florida estate; having already, at some 
pains and expense of freight, acquired 
twenty-seven beautiful specimens of 
this branch of Americana. Each statue 
has been freshly painted in its original 
coloring of red and green, and the Indians 
will be set up in a double row on a path 
from the Yates house to a neighboring 
lake. The price of cigar-store Indians is 
already rising, and those who wish to 
start a collection should get aboard at 
once, Freeman Tilden, 
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THIS MATTER-OF-FACT WORLD. 






















GraNDMA.— Johnnie, come in and see the darling little sister the stork has brought. 


JouNNIE.— One moment, grandma. 


remember that I have studied sex hygiene. 


NO DANIEL. 


ENJAMIN FRANKLIN said that: 
“If you want a thing done 
well and promptly do it your- 
self!” Others may have said 
the same thing, but Frank- 
lin’s is a good name to hitch 
the adage to. Probate Judge 
Charles H. Peck, of Strat- 
ford, Connecticut, must have 

had some such thing in mind when he was 
acting on the estate of Mrs. Susan Perry of 
that town. It is usual for the Probate Judge 
to engage counsel to advise himself. Mr. 
Peck looked around, scanned the whole 
forensic horizon for adequate talent and, at 
last, catching sight of himself in the mirror, 
solved the problem happily. He straightway 
engaged himself to advise himself at a flat 
fee of $750. 

Judge Peck wanted a lawyer upon whom 
he could rely; who would involve the case 
in no obscure babblements; a man such as 
he would like to associate with in any legal 
matter of importance. He wanted an attor- 
ney whom he could respect—even learn to 
love—for his ripe experience and wisdom. 








And he found, by diligent search, just such 
a man—himself. 

Then Judge Peck proceeded to advise 
himself upon the matter in hand. It was 
remarkable in what’ hearty accord these 
two, adviser and advised, found themselves. 
There was absolutely no difference in their 
opinions. The judge admitted the truth of 
every claim made by the attorney; went so 
far, probably, as to praise him in open session. 
It is not often that the law presents such a 
spectacle—two minds working as one. 

But the heirs, whose money was involved 
in the probation, had the acidity to object. 
They did not question the competence of the 
advice given by Attorney Peck to Judge 
Peck. ‘Ihey objected to the fee of $750. 
Then Attorney Peck, probably acting on the 
advice of Judge Peck, refunded the money. 
This was of no avail. The Superior Court 
has just dismissed the able jurist from the 
Connecticut bar. 

Judge Peck, with all his attainments, was 
no Daniel. He should have induced the 
Superior Court to engage the services of 
Attorney Peck to advise it what to do in 
the case of Judge Peck. 


Before proceeding further on that hypothesis, 


THE GODS AND MAN. 


FTER the Gods had created woman they 
A were so gracious as to ask man what 
he thought of her. 

“Is n’t she-—er—rather foolish and irra- 
tional?” ventured man, after a moment's 
thought. 

“That’s so she may live in the same 
world with you and still be happy!” retorted 
the Gods, .tartly. 

And man had to acknowledge that the 
ambrosia was on him. 


ELIMINATION. 
Pegg says there’s nothing in 
his life now that he can’t manage very 
nicely. 
CraBsHAW. — Naturally. He sold his 
car when his wife eloped with his chauffeur. 


MORE ADULTERATION. 


5 ies Town Druccist.—Pretty cold, Ezry! 
Jus’ twenty below zero! 


O_p INHABITANT.—Huh! Your twenty 


below now’days don’t begin to be as cold 
as our ten below in the early seventies! 











‘*A stiff neck and head mean preventing the right 
shoulder from getting through, and therefore 
spoiling the follow-through.” 


THE truth is that we are most dam. 

nably annoyed. As decent golfers 
we feel that we may permit ourselves 
this expression of our feelings. 

, We have recently been lacerating the 
links cruelly, and every time we have 
done so some imbecile calls out: 
“‘Keep your eye on the ball!’’ 

Having now confessed to you the 
cause of our perturbation, be good 
enough, O Idiot, to tell us what is the 
truth concerning this parrot-cry of 
every silly old bird one meets? 

The Idiot arose and stretched him- 
self, likewise yawned, and said: 

“itis a parrot-cry. There’s an awful 
lot of rot talked about it. Every ass that 
does nothing right says he did n't keep 
his eye on the ball. 

“‘As a matter of practical golf, keep- 
ing the eye on the ball at the moment 
of impact is not, in itself, so important 
as it may seem, but it is of the utmost 





“‘ We have recently been lacerating the 
links cruelly.” 





PUCK'S GOLF [DIOT 





IF any reader of Puck can show 

that the Idiot is wrong, he 
will receive from Puck the sum of 
ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS, 
and the Golf Idiot will go without 
saiary for that week. 

Address PUCK’S GOLF 
IDIOT, PUCK, 303 Lafayette 
St.. N. Y. All letters, to receive 
consideration, must be signed with 
full name and address. 

Letters received by PUCK’S Golf 
Idiot will be considered his prop- 
erty, for publication or other use 
as he may see fit. $100.00 for the 
first letter each week PROVING 
HIM WRONG. 
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importance to keep the eyes still until 
the stroke is played. 

“The eye really has done its work 
long before the club gets to the ball. 
That is why so many people lift their 
heads. They feel that the eye has no 
more to do, so they lift their heads. 
The club travels at such speed that, 
if the stroke is to be effective, its arc 
has been irretrievably determined long 
before it gets to the ball. 

“‘This is where the trouble comes in. 
Lifting the eyes means lifting the head. 
Lifting the head includes moving the 
shoulders. Moving them means un- 
settling the swing. 
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‘* What turf-gazing means — spoiling 
the follow-through.” 


“Therefore, the parrot-cry has some- 
thing in its favor, for they not only 
call it all the time, but many famous 
players tell one to keep one’s eye on 
the turf, where the ball was, after the 
ball has gone. 

“‘Now, this kind of agricultural pros- 
pecting is most uninteresting, and 
moreover it is very bad golf; for, hold- 
ing the head still like this means hold- 
ing the neck stiff. A stiff neck and 
head mean preventing the right 
shoulder from getting through, and 
therefore spoiling the follow-through. 
The head must ‘go away’ at the 
same instant as the ball. Vardon does 
say this, and he is quite right. Turf- 
gazing is no part of the game of golf.” 






“There,”’ we exclaimed, “‘we knev 
the old idiots were balmy.” 

“Stay,” said our gentle Idiot, ‘‘ they 
are really not so ‘ balmy,’ as you call it, 
after all, for although they preach 








“Tt 1s of the utmost importance to keep the 
eyes still until the stroke is played.” 


with painful iteration and reiteration 
the maxim, ‘Keep your eye on the 
ball’ instead of what they really mean, 
‘Keep your eyes still until you have 
struck the ball,’ and although they 
instruct you to continue to gaze on 
the turf after the ball has sped, some- 
thing may be said for them. 

“They know the weakness of golfing 
flesh, and mayhap they reason that 
the greater includes the less, and that 
by advising him to ‘keep smelling at 
the ball, as it were,’ as is actually 
done by one champion, the errant 
golfer may be persuaded to keep his 
head still until he has hit the ball, 
which is the prime 
necessity. 

“But | agree with 
you,” said the Idiot, 
cheerfully. 

“One should be 
told the truth about 
these things, and it 
arrides me not to 
hear the everlasting 
echo which the 
student of golf cata- 
coustics knows to be 
false.” 
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THE NEWS IN RIME. 


A baby was mailed across country 
By means of a parcel-post stamp; 

A judge wore his socks while in bathing 
To cherish his feet from the damp. 





yc = bought ten thousand 
rifles 
To furnish the moviés some war; 
When told of the mammoth consign- 


ment 
The rebels remarked: “What a bore!” 











Panc Villa, the popular gunman, 
Won twelve hundred bucks on a 
horse, 
We do not refer to a broncho, 
The bucks were simoleons, of course. a ere a ay 

















The navy has several new adm’rals; 
A third Mona Lisa was found; 
The Tammany kings 
Have been measured for wings, 
And the Uplift is still going ’round. 








The East entertained with a blizzard, 
Grippe was extensively had; 
The German mustache 
Must turn up with a dash, 
And John Evers is not feeling sad. 

















A genius exploded a bomb-bomb 
By means of a violet ray; 
oe — 
re now called tangorines, 
And it’s quite a long distance to May. 4 brash 














olitician in Sweden 
Said, “Don’t be an ass,” to the King! 
The early spring poets are poting— 
Our only objection to _—- 
The oarsmen of jolly old Eli 
Will banish the Albion stroke; 
The Trust legislation 
Has cheered up the nation, 
And Business is sorry it spoke. 





The friends of T. Roosevelt, the tourist, 
Are staging their annual play, 
Called “Naming the Colonel for 
Office,”— ; 
Which leaves us extremely glace. 





sereen 
The Standard lent China some money A frivolous Harvard professor 
To finance the national wash; Who lectures on matters divine, 
The Louvre was accoutred with art Said Venus was really a Citron 
hounds ) Compared to our own Clinging Vine. 
; ; To guard against burglars, b’ gosh! Joe Cannon, the well-known ex lesion, 
Paim Beach did the tango by moonlight ; New York spent a cold million dollars Has signed with the Y. M.C. A.: 
Miss Hanan was wed to a duke; To dig itself out of the snow; The air down in Philly 
A man caught a whale A new-fangled girl Is pure as a lily, 
With a fourteen-foot tale, Wore a blue-tinted curl, And Taft is still waisting away. 


And Chas. Murphy is seeing a spook. And the mercury felt very low. F. Dana Burnet. 





THE PUCK PRESS 


HOW TIMES HAVE CHANGED! 


-—I would n’t believe it if 1 didn’t see it with my own eyes! Asking permission!! ASKING!!! 
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Quake SAYS: 


When in New York Don’t Miss: 


Maude Adams, COMEDY wae 
Seven Keys to Baldpate, COMEDY . . . . Astor 
Potash & Perlmutter, COMEDY. . . . . . Cohan 
Grumpy, COMEDY ‘ - Wallack’s 
Peg o’ My Heart, COMEDY. .... . Cort 
Sari, OPERETTA . . Liberty 


You Will Find these Worth Your While: 
The Little Cafe, MUSICAL. . . New Amsterdam 
Omar the Tent-Maker, DRAMA... . . Booth 
The Yellow Ticket, MELODRAMA . Eltinge 
A Thousand Years Ago, DRAMA . . Shubert 
Queen of the Movies, MUSICAL. . . . . . Globe 
Billie Burke, DRAMA ‘ . Lyceum 
Kitty MacKay, SCOTCH COMEDY . . Comedy 


You Would Probably Enjoy: 
The Misleading Lady, COMEDY. . . . . Fulton 


Frances Starr, DRAMA . ‘ . . . Belasco 
Things that Count, DRAMA . Playhouse 
Maria Rosa, DRAMA : . Longacre 
Blanche Ring, MUSICAL... . .~ sles 
Whirl of the World . . Winter Garden 
High Jinks, MUSICAL .. . = 4%, Gage 
Teiees sxeceoamdl MUSICAL ; _ Knickerbocker 
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BY THAD LAWSON. 





KATHERINE GREY AND VIVIAN TOBIN IN 


“THE RULE OF THREE.” 


Harris Theatre. 


Bb hy those uninitiated in the art of play-writing 
—to a man on the fence, so to speak—it is 
much easier to write farce comedy than real 
drama; for the reason that it does n’t seem 
necessary at all to have the characters true to 
life,—outlandish, overdrawn ones will do,—and, 
as a natural sequence, you can have them do 
impossible things, no matter how crude and 
preposterous, provided you get a laugh. 
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It must be said of Mr. Guy Bolton that he did 
not make any attempt to weave a series of intri- 
cate complications for his somewhat overdrawn 
characters to wriggle out of; he was satisfied 
with what humor could be derived from having 
acertain Mrs. Flower (Katherine Grey), her 
two ex-husbands, and her recently acquired 
incumbency, all stopping at the same rural 
hotel at the same time. How they all happened 
to blunder in there at once is none of our busi- 
ness. We were there to laugh at humorous 
scenes that occurred at this quaint family 
reunion. 
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CHAUNCEY OLCOTT. 


Grand Opera House. 


ETHINKS it was the greatest of playwrights— 
William Shakspere— who spoke thusly: 
‘‘ The play is the thing.’’ Constant observation 
of plays and players confirms the accuracy of 
this statement; but the greatly respected Wil- 
liam had not met our greatly beloved Chauncey 
at that time; if so, the erstwhile dramatist might 
have added a postscript. 
Should you doubt the profundity of my wis- 
dom—or my nerve—in essaying to correct Mr. 





CHAUNCEY OLCOTT IN ‘‘SHAMEEN DuHv.”’ 


This remarkable Flower showed that she 
could also engineer other people’s matrimonial 
ventures by eventually handing one of her dear 
girl friends one of her dear discards. She was 
real chummy with all of them—including her 
latest acquisition; so, you see, when it came to 
a question of the variety, it was hard to place 
this particular Flower. She was not exactly a 
‘‘rose geranium ;’’ she impressed me as being 
more of an “everlasting orange- -blossom,’’ or 
possibly a ‘‘lemon-blossom.’’ One of the 
characters was unkind enough to refer to her 
as being ‘‘brazen.’’ Be that as it may, she had 
a daughter (by bet No. 1) who was brazen; an 
odious, preposterous character, who flippantly 
referred to her various fathers. 

Mr. Flower (Francis Byrne) was not in the 
flower class at all. He married Mrs. F. As to 
what class that put him in was one of the sub- 
tle points of the farce. The character was 
excellently played by Mr. Byrne. 

Maude Granger as vrs. Fry was also an ex- 
cellent character sketch; although the character 
itself soon fell into the impossible class. 

Will Archer, as the bell-boy, was one of the 
real pieces of humor in the show. We were 
indebted to him and Mr Coit, as the clerk, for 
a number of hearty laughs. It was evident from 
the elaborate production that neither pains nor 
expense had been spared in giving the farce an 
adequate presentation. 

The play is not devoid of entertaining and 
amusing lines by any means; while much of 
the dialogue is talky, yet there are many bright 
lines and some amusing situations; this in spite 
of its bad underpinning. 

If you don’t mind such little things as the 
abnormal Mrs. Flower, the preposterousness of 
some of the other characters, and the incon- 
gtuity of the plot, you will spend a pleasant 
evening with ‘‘ The Rule of Three.” 


Shakspere, just hie yourself to the Grand Opera 
House and see whether it’s the play or Chauncey 
Olcott that is causing all the excitement. 

Permit me to make one more statement that 
may shock you somewhat : Chauncey Olcott is 
like unto Maude Adams in one respect, at least, 
viz. : It doesn’t seem to make much difference 
what play either of them appears in ; most every 
one who has seen them once or twice goes to 
see them every year regularly. It is my sincere 
_hope that both parties will consider this a 
‘ complime nt. 

It is hardly worth while to go into details 
about Mr. Olcott’s new play ; if you have seen 
one of his plays you know about what to expect. 
‘‘Shameen Dhu”’ is a typical romantic Irish 
drama ; and it fits Olcott perfectly ; not a wrinkle 
anywhere. It tells of Irish romance and intrigue, 
with debonair Dare O'Donnell (Chauncey 
Olcott) singing and acting his way through trials 
and tribulations to the satisfactory ending 
when he finally secures his comely sweetheart 
Peggy (Constance Molineaux). 

Actors like Olcott are born—not made. It’s 
his charming, attractive personality that first 
interests, and then wins you. He makes you 
feel as though you were an old acquaintance of 
his. He never makes the fatal error of trying to 
appear in an atmosphere foreign to his particular 
style— Irish romance. Hence his success. 

‘Let us not forget to mention his singing—it’s 
one of his chief assets; again, it is the natural, 
sympathetic, appealing’ quality—not technique 
—that wins. 

Some people do not consider Olcott worth the 
while. He is not a two-dollar Broadway star. He 
plays at the Grand. There must be something 
about the man that appeals to human nature, or 
he could not fill that big theatre every night. 
He appeals to the masses. Without humilia- 
ting myself in the least I state ‘‘that ’s me,’’ 
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“THE RULE OF THREE.” 





WILL ARGHIE 


































































HEN Chris Warner came down the line, 

perfectly able-bodied engines scuttled 
to the sidings like chicks beneath the shadow 
of a hawk. It was Warner who made the 
ctack run when the Jarrett and Palmer 
Company made the jump between New 
York and San Francisco in eighty-four hours; 
a schedule that was then miraculous and has 
not yet become commonplace. It was War- 
ner who took out the mail, at the time of 
the big strike, with a pallid but plucky 
clerk to shovel for him; thereby imbuing 
both with a new respect for each other's job. 
For that and other loyalties Warner got his 
choice of runs, and piled up the mileage in a 
way to put his family on Easy Street. 

He was old, he was doubtful of sight and 
more than doubtful of hearing, but he hit 
the C. B. & N. station on the half-second, 
roaring his customary “On time!” and if 
the wipers howled over the plight of his 
engine, no one else did. He never lost a 
life or had an accident. Once in a while a 
new Sub. would dismiss him because of his 
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H 
in coal 


years. Then he would go to the office of 
the General Superintendent, whom he called 
by his first name—they started on the road 
together—and the next morning took out 
his engine as usual. 

Warner’s home was a cheerful place and 
wholesome. He had recently installed steam 
heat, stipulating for the most complicated 
apparatus on the market. It was a fearsome 
effect of cocks and valves and shut-offs and 
turn-ons that only a man who held a mas- 
ter’s certificate should try to handle. But it 
cost the most and he would have it. 

Warner rolled off his engine and lumbered 
home these evenings with a gait acquired only 
by a man who has learned to keep his feet, 
shovel in hand, over flying switches. There 
were Expectations tue about now. A first 
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shoveled 








grandchild. Night after night Warner came 
home to “ Nothing new” till the night of the 
greatest blizzard since ninety-eight. 

The snow that polished the upper left-hand 
corner of the window-panes massed on the 
lower right corner, so that the light shore 
through in triangles. ‘They routed the doc- 
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Drawings by Will Crawford. 


tor out just as he had got his bed warm, and 
he was chilled to the bone going four blocks. 
Once within the house, he struck the torrid 
zone. From afar he heard the voice of the 
house-wife : 

“Father, do stop shoveling coal!” The 
voice came nearer. “I can’t stop your father,” 
it complained, “and the house is at eighty- 
seven, and we can’t breathe, and my win- 
ter’s supply of coal is going up the chimney. 
Father, do stop! Mercy! isn’t this awful! 
Jack, do get your father to stop, can’t 
you? Minnie, you run down and see 
if you can’t coax him. Mercy! 
Doctor, maybe you Z 

A voice arose from below. 
“You there, Doc? Say, how’s 
things comin’ along? 1 can’t 








“ 


Well, 





leave here. Say, are you warm enough ?” 
A rattle shook the house. 

“ Mercy, he’s at it again. Jack, do make 
him come up, can’t you? Father, for 
mercy’s sake, s/op that awful racket. Maybe 
that will stop him. Oh-h-h, hear that!” 

Up in the room, Tophet. The doctor had 
left overcoat, muffler, overshoes, with his 
hat and gloves downstairs, of course. ‘The 
patient was gasping, the nurse in despair. 
The voice rose again. The doctor answered: 
«About two o’clock, I should think, Mr. 
Warner, if all goes well.” 

They opened a window and the front door. 
‘There was no use in trying to call Dad off 
now. Any one could see that. 

Warner stood before his steam-boiler mak- 
ing his Great Run. If he were to meet with 
his first disaster he would go with his engine. 
He turned all the cocks there were, and 
invented new combinations. He shoveled 
in coal. He dug out ashes; the blistered 
clerk could have told you that Warner kept 
a clean fire. The wind z00-ed bitterly out- 
side, and they ran around closing off radia- 
tors within. The doctor glanced at his patient. 
She was beyond caring what he looked like, 
and the nurse had troubles of her own. Her 
stiff linen collar lay upon the floor. He took 
off his coat, opened another window,— 
took off his vest. Whirr, rattle, rattle, slam! 

“ Jack, see if youcan’t get your father 
Chris, for goodness’ sake do stop! Mercy!” 

For hours, in spite of all his efforts, time 
seemed to Warner to be side-tracked. Then 
suddenly, as he swayed between the depleted 
coal-bin and the furnace door, Warner heard 
the faint whistle of a newly made-up train. 
“Wa-wa!” it went. Warner’s shovel took 
out a window. He banged the furnace 
door, slammed on the air—that is to sav, 
slammed it off—and struck for the cellar 
door. He took the first flight somehow, 
swung over to the left and made a flying 
leap for the second. He made the upper 
landing watch in hand. He had the stem 
of his favorite pipe still in his mouth, but 
when he reached where the bowl should be 
it wasn't there. 

‘For land’s sake, Chris, you can’t come 
in here! Don’t you fouch it! You're wet 
through. Go and get cleaned up. You 
won’t be fit for your run to-morrow. Keep 
out of that draft. It’s a boy. My, but you 
are a sight!” 

Warner’s hexagonal glasses were on bias, 
one lens gone. His white hair stood on end. 
But the light of unmitigated satisfaction 
shone from him as he held his watch to the 
light. 

“Well, Doc. We made it!” 


Gertrude Russeli Lewis 




















made it!” 























CAUTION. 


Younc Mrs. Birp.—I’m afraid to go out 
and leave the house alone. That suspicious- 
looking Giraffe’s been hanging around this 
neighborhood all day! 


MOTHER GOOSE—I9QI4. 





3 | ING a song of sex-pens, 
Pocketing the gold; 

Writers, preachers, playwrights, 
Flocking to the fold. 


Smithson has a novel, 
Ruining* McLure’s, 

Woman of the demi-monde 
Corrupting fifty Pures. 





Little Tessie Wiggles, 
Still this side of twenty, 
Tops the six “ best-sellers ’’ now 
(Asterisks a-plenty ). 











Dear old Parson Chatter 
Thrills his congregation, 

Subject next time, “ White-Slave Pens 
From Personal Observation.” 


Cops pinched Brown's new drama, 
(Household wrecks upon 

French triangle doubled to 
A. Yankee SEXagon). 


Will some daring writer, please, 
Choke his golden greed 
Long enough to write a scrap 
Really fit to read! 
Fred D, Abrams. 


* Typographical error for “ running in." 
oy 


AND THERE YOU ARE. 


—- PUBLISHER. — Personally I like this 
song, but it’s not what the public wants. 
ComposeErR.—For the love of Mike, what 
does the public want? 
Sonc PuBLisHER.—Ah, my boy, if I knew 
that I'd be an interlocking director! 






PREDESTINATION. TIME TO CALL A HALT. 
t lee Tuomas, the piper’s son, stole a pig ieee is getting to be a shocking 
and got away with it, as you will age. A girlisn’t sup- 

doubtless recall. Later in life Tom ran for posed to blush any more. 

Congress, pointing with pride to his past CLARENCE.— Worse 

record and adopting as a soft-pedal slogan: than that, dear. There 

“The Man Who Can Bring Home The isn’t anything lett she 

Pork.” His election was conceded at can pretend she does 


: ‘sé I1EED 4 half. 
oi" had a wealth of golden hair, | NEED a half-column 


The “combings’’ hoarded she with care 


THE SOURCE. heading ‘What Our 
—— GERM-COLLECTOR (with mingled Girls Are Wearing,’” 
enthusiasm and envy ).—Oh, what a suggested the manag- 
splendid variety of specimens! Where did ing editor, crossly. ; 
you get them? “Er—yes,” blushed the editress. 
" Seconp GerM-Co.Lector.—At a meet- that would fill only a couple of lines. 


ing of tl 
the spea 
Chautauc 


5:22 P.M. not understand. 


Quorn 





FEMININE FINANCE. SOON TOLD. 


filler,” said the 
dainty blonde editress 
of the woman’s page. 
“Oh, run some 
fashion notes under the 


And dividends it paid; 


And made of them a braid. 


ie Sanitarv Improvement Societv; 
ker got more than one hundred B Naas man who weighs his words 
jua salutes. “cans” them, too. 


Puck COLORGRAPAS 


Art Reproductions from Puck 


Copyright 1914 by Puck Publishing Corporation. 
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E AT THE PLAY. Painted by J. E. N. MARCHAND. 
Beautifully printed in Four. Colors and mounted for framing on extra- 
finished heavy 4-ply cardboard, size 14x12 inches. Sent securely wrapped 





— not rolled —to any part of the world on receipt of price, 25 cents. 
Address PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION, Puck Building, New York 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


FREE FROM ADULTERANTS AND ALL IMPURITIES. IT 
IS THE AMERICAN GENTLEMAN'S WHISKEY PAR EX- 
CELLENCE, RIPE, MELLOW AND DELICIOUS BOU- 
QUET. OVER FIFTY YEARS OF POPULAR FAVOR 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


























FOOTBALL IS A BRUTAL GAME. 


HE above is a reproduction of one of the Weekly Puck Cover 
Illustrations. It is printed in colors on heavy paper, 12x14 
inches, full size, and will be sent anywhere on receipt of price, 
25 cents. Address 
- PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION, 
Puck Building, New York City. 














“Wat do you want?” demanded Mr. Newlywed, as he confronted the| 


tramp at the door of his little week-end cottage, down in the country. ‘“ Break- 
fast or work?” ‘Both, sir,” the wayfarer timidly ventured in reply. ‘H’m!” 
said Mr. Newlywed; and disappeared momentarily into the house. Presently 
he returned, carrying a large piece of bread. ‘Then eat that,” he exclaimed, 
savagely, “and you’ll have both!” — Houston Post. 


Bank TELLER.—This checkis all right, but you must be introduced! 
Can’t you bring in your husband ? 

Woman.—Who, Jack? Why, if Jack thought you wanted an introduction 
to me, he’d knock your block off !—C/eveland Plain Dealer. 


“It 1s hard to take the measure of great financiers.” “Oh, I don’t know! 
With some of them it is done by the Bertillon system.”—-Baltimore American. 





[Use THE. FAMOUS ENGLISH REMEDY) ForTUNATE. 
3 -V i - ee -) | “Did your husband have luck on 
SAFE. GENTLE.EFFECTIVE. FOR RELIEF OF} | his hunting-trip?” 
“Splendid! Did n’t you hear?” 
“No. What was it?” 


RHEUMATISM 


| —remember me, sir.” 
‘**T don’t wonder,” said the customer, 
cordially.. “That mug of yours would 


robbed at these charity affairs.” — 
New York Globe. 





“Tuts is what I call adding in.ult 
to injury.” 

“ What’s the trouble?” 

“An editor not only returns my 
manuscript, but he wants me to sub. 
scribe for his paper.” —A ge- Herald. 


| 

Briccs.—What did your wife say | 
about your staying out so late the 
other night? 

Griccs.—Don’t ask me yet. When} 
she gets through with the subject I ’ll| 
condense it for you.—Boston Transcript. | 

“My son, it is a great deal harder 
to spend money with good judgment 
than it is to make it.” 

“Well, father, let me take half the 
burden off your hands. You make it 
and I'll spend it.”— Boston Transcript. 


“Ts THAT a man or a deer in the 
thicket?” 

“T guess it’s safe to call it a deer,” 
opined the guide. “If it had been a 
man he would have taken a shot at us 
by this time.”— Washington Herald. 











observed the 
tough - looking waiter, suggestively, 
“Gentlemen at this table usually—er 


- “BEG PARDON, sir, 


be hard to forget."—Dadlas News. 


| “Beauty and grace from | 


no condition rise ; “WELL, well,” said Dr. Bigbill, as 


U Pp . ‘d | he met a former patient on the street, 
se Fears, sweet maid, ‘‘]’m glad to see you again, Mr. Brown. 


| there all the secret lies.” | how are you this morning?” 
“First, doctor,” said Mr. Brown, 


cautiously, “does it cost anything to tell 


Sold Everywhere. you?” — Detroit Free Press. 





FINANCIER.—What’s all the hubbub in the directors’ room ? 
SrENO.—Some wise minority stockholder just found that the office cat was 
on the pay-roll for $3,000 a year, under the name T. Feline.— Mi/waukee News. 


“So you got your poem printed?” “Yes,” replied the determined 
author. “I sent the first stanza to Uncle Know-it-All’s column, with the 
inquiry, ‘Can anyone give me the rest of this poem?’ ‘Then I sent in the 
| complete poem over another name.”— IVashington Star. 








G44 


6 ore 





ee if na 


' ; Ps 5" 
ac Mey; va, - 24fon 


GOLFER (to new member who is cutting across to club-house).— 
Hello! Give it up! Why don’t you finish the round? 

NOVICE (keeping his bag out of sight).—Oh, rotten luck! I’ve 
smashed my—er—/fet club / 


A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. in stamps. OC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


THE CaLLER.—You say your son dislikes the country and wants to go to 
the city. Does he seem restive at home ? 

Mrs. Tunctwist.—Yes, he’s awful restive. He ain’t done nothin’ but 
rest since he graduated from college.—/rinceton Tiger. 


Briccs.—What! Are you going to Mawkser’s funeral? I thought yo. 
made it a rule to associate only with superlatively happy people ? 
Griccs.—That’s why I am going. You see, Mawkser left a lot of money 








“ He got back alive.” — Houston Fost. 





to his relatives. —Zown Topics. 


"MADE AT KEY WES‘ = 


“I’m going to sell kisses at the char- POR » MEN OF BR« Ins 
ity bazaar. Do you think one dollar Cortes 0G ) 
a kiss is too high?’’ ARS 
“Qh, no. People really expect to be 
| 
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Easy TO FInp. 
“And did you ever seek the man?” 
we asked the Office. 
“Once or twice,” replied the Office. 
“But I found him waiting outside the 
door.”—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Wins EIrHerR Way. 

“They say that a man who has cold 
feet is pretty sure to have an active 
brain.” 

“Yes, either that or a well-filled 
purse.” — Record- Herald. 


NEAR. 

“He 

tarians.” 
“\Vhat is a near-vegetarian ?” 

“He never eats meat except when 
he is invited out.”— Houston Post. 


is one of those near-vege- 


‘‘Excuse ME; can I speak to your 
typewriter a moment?” 

“You cannot. She is engaged.” 

“That’s all right. I’m the fellow 
she’s engaged to.”— Coyote. 


“THE time will come,” thundered a 
Suffragette orator, ‘when women will 
get a man’s wages!” 

“Ves.” 
rear seat, “next Saturday night!”— 
Stray Stories. 


“T WOULDN'T marry the handsomest 
man that ever lived,” she said, with 
unnecessary emphasis, 

“I’m sorry,” he replied. “I’ve 
always liked you so much.”—Chicago 
Record- Herald. 


ANTED. — Boys or Girls; 
Good Live Ones, to handle 
a growing, weekly, illustrated 
p per on commission basis. 
eliveries only once a week, and 
$! can be earned easily; all in 
Spare time, too. Address, 
Neekly, Dept. C, care of PUCK, 
Now York City. 








H°‘NRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 4 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
Br Nou WaReHoUSsE: 20 Beekman Street, } New Yors. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 








sadly muttered a man on the © 


BaLLot REFoRmM. 

“Uncle Gabriel, are you in favor of 
votes for women?” 

“Does you-all mean, suh, dat me 
an’ Liza bof vote?” 

“Yes.” 

“ Ah suah does favah it, den. 
would be four dollars.” — Post- Dispatch. 


SHE (sentimental ).—Three years I 
was engaged to him—three beautiful, 
happy years—then it was all over! 


HE (sympathetic ).—Oh, I suppose 
you married him then? — Fiegende 
Blitter. ‘ 


“Son!” 

“Well, dad?” 

“Did you pick out that suit of 
clothes of your own accord, or is it 
|part of the hazing you have to go 
| through ?”— Courier-Journal. 


“THESE collapsible opera-hats are a 
great convenience.” 
| “So?” 

“Yes. You have no idea how much 
room they save in a flat.”—Courier- 
| Journal. 





Dat; 


Perits oF DRINK. 


The late James R. Keene, himself 
almost a Forty-niner, used to tell many 
a story about the characters of those 
days. 

‘Tt was difficult then,” he once said, 
“to be a temperate man, for to refuse 
to drink with a Forty-niner was a 
serious offense. 

“A Forty-niner, twirling his long, 
drooping mustache, said to a tenderfoot 
in a barroom: 

“* Have some red-eye with me.’ 

“<« Thank you—no,’ said the tender- 
foot, a total abstainer, firmly. 

“There was a tense silence in the 
crowded bar. A pin could have been 
heard to drop. ‘Then the Forty-niner 
reached back to his hip-pocket and said: 





“« Hell, can’t I even take a drink | 


without killin’ a man?’"—Zverybody’s. 


THE CONTRARY SEx. 

Mark Twain, so the story goes, was 
walking on Hannibal Street when he 
met a woman with her youthful family. 

“So this is the little girl, eh?” Mark 
said to her, as she displayed her children. 
*“ And this sturdy little urchin in the bib 
belongs, I suppose, to the contrary sex.” 





THE CURSE OF PUBLICITY. 











H1e.—Would n’t you like to be famous ? 
SHE.—Oh, no! 





I’d hate to have my 
birthday a matter of history. 
—Sydney Bulletin. 


DomEstTic DIPLOMACY. 


The younger man had been com- 
plaining that he could not get his wife 
to mend his clothes. 

“TI asked her to sew a button on 
this vest last night and she hasn't 
touched it,” he said. At this the older 
man assumed the air of a patriarch. 
“Never ask a woman to mend any- 
thing,” he said. ‘You have n’t been 
married very long, and I think I can 
give you some serviceable suggestions. 
When I want a shirt mended I take it 
to my wife and flourish it around a little 
and say, ‘Where’s the rag bag?’ 

*“** What do you want of the rag bag?’ 
asks the wife. Her suspicions are 
aroused at once. 

“<*] want to throw this shirt away. 
It’s worn out,’ I say, with a few more 
flourishes. 

«Let me see that shirt,’ my wife 
says,then. ‘ Now, John, hand it to me 
at once.’ 

“Of course I pass it over and she 
examines it. 

“«¢ Why it only needs ’ And then 
she mends it.”—Fittsburgh Chronicle- 











Telegraph. 


“ Yassah,” the woman replied; “ yas- 
sah, dat’s a girl, too.” — Exchange. 
, ’ } 











more delightful and healthful 
25 cts. in stamps. 





ON CREDIT 


DIAMOND 

















LADY FROM THE BARGAIN SALKS.— 
What is the next train for Brixton? 
CLERK.— Two-ten. 

Lapy.— Make it two-three and I'll 
take it.— Punch. 


BOOKING 





Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
Sample of bitters by mail, 
©, W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





A SECRET SOCIETY. 


‘We ’re making more headway than ever, 


” 


she said; 


*« We girls have a secret society, Ned.” 


‘And what,” he inquired, 
She replied, ‘‘Oh, we meet and tell secrets, you see.’ 


‘‘may its purposes be?”’ 


’—Lippincott’s. 


THE USES OF THE MISTLETOE. 


The young lady who wished to buy some mistletoe was astonished at the 


price, and protested to the clerk. 
“Well 


,” said the wise salesman, “if you want it for decoration it comes high, 


but if you want it for business, any old twig will do just as well.”—Zxchange. 


SURPRISED. 


CouNSEL 
verdict ).—“ Wake_up, and get out. 
THE AccusED.— Lor’ lumme. 


FOR THE DEFENSE (fo client who has been dozing during the 
You ’re acquitted! 
Wot! 


Not guilty ?— Sydney Bulletin. 


CONSOLATION. 


Another good thing about being a vegetarian is that when the price of 
hen eggs is prohibitive one can eat the nests. —Dad/as News. 


*‘T THINK the baby has your hair, ma’am,” 


pleasantly at her mistress. 
her novel. 


do next?” Stortes. 





“Run into the nursery and take it away from him! 


said the nurse-girl, looking 


“Gracious!” exclaimed the lady, glancing up from 


What will he 








by PUCK : :: 


you may select. 


HE ORIGINAL DRAWING of any i 
tration that appears in PUCK is for sale. 
These drawings are from three to four times as 
large as the printed reproductions. 
Prices vary from $5.00 up, according to 


the character of the subject, and will be 
about one-third of the original price paid 


We will gladly quote price on any one which 
Refer to it by giving page 
and number of PUCK in which it appeared. 
The price includes express charges. 


A fine selection for Holiday, Wedding, or Birthday Gifts. 
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Address Puck Publishing Corporation, 301 Lafayette St. New York. 
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THE ORDER OF THE DANCE. 





























HESITATION. ONE STEP. 


























HORSE TROT. CASTLE WALK. 











